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of it. In three weeks the soil was on his

coffin; and when those .rees were grown,
they had passed into the possession of

ghost, which behaved in a very civil and
gentlemanlike manner; so much so, that
tha old gentleman up to the dav of his
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Grayson. "He says he's ready to die;
but that he's innocent. The love of life
must be strong in him, for until now I ne-

ver thought that he would lie, ever i9
save his life. But he is not innocenf

no, he is not; for J saw him do it I
iw him. Tho love of life is very strong.

must be, or Harry Blake would not
lie." .

A slight.snccring smile flitted across the
face of the stranger, as he turned from

Grayson were called, that the prisoner be-

came exceedingly paler and when Gray-
son swore that ho saw him stab Wii klille,
he compressed his lips, as if a sudden

pain hud shot through him, and clenched
Ids lingers together, and bent his head

down; nor did ho look up until Grayson
had left the stand. The old man was ter-libl- y

agitated, and bis testimony was
drawn trom him by piecemeal. He tit
tered as he left tho staiid; und us he pass-

ed where Blake tat, ho muttered in a low

ried in her hands, shedding the bitterest
tears sho had ever wept in her life? What
s.id and dreary thoughts came over her
then fears like shadows, w hich she could
not define nor grasp,secmed flitting aruund
her, hemming her in on every side, until
she felt that there was no hope left; an I

th .t he and she were parted for ever. Oil!
how forlorn and helpless she would bo il
he were gone! How bncly the world
would be, to live on, day after duy, week
ufler week, and months and years,and no
ver see him again, nor hear his voice ; and
to know that he was in his grave; that as
long as she lived, though hundreds uvght
be about her, and love her, and do ull that
they could to make her happy, siill that he
would never be umong them" again. No,
no! it could not be it could not be. She
felt that it would kill her.

The day pa. sed heavily, and as night
was cl ing in, au answer came from
Blake; but it came to one whom it could
not comfort, for Mary Lincoln was deliri-
ous.

Several weeks passed, and still she bal-an- c

I between life and death; but one
morning, the physician came down stairs
from her, with a smile on his face. He
saiJ (hat his patient was decidedly better;
she had little fever and was ra'ional; only

speaker, and looked ttneng tho dull
embers of the fire, without speaking. " .

was a dim, dreary room, and Us distant
corners wero lost in Darkness; unu
frame of tho stranger, as he sat between
tho andirons, tnrew a gigantic, epectral
shadow on the wall, that seemed to have
something ominous about if, and taken in
connection wilh the gloomy nature of lhe

conversation, and the cold indifference of

the stranger, and his wild, forbidding air,
seemed to have thrown a chill o& all about
him. For ho sat there, buried in deep
thought, with his eyebrows knit, and his

lips working, us with suppressed emotion,
those who had hitherto hugged the fire be

gan slowly to widen the distance between
themselves and their visiter,

scan his person, as if there were more
in it than met the eye, and to watcn ins
tall shadow on the wall, as if there were
something about it more than appertain-
ed to shadows in general. Still they
spoke not, until tho object of their so-

licitude, as if concluding a long mental
discussion, drew 11 heavy brealh.and rising,
said:

"Well, let him die. It's as well. Others
have died in the same way."

Turning ti a sort of undcr-barkeepe- r,

who officiated in the absence of Gar-

ret, he said: "See to my horse, will

you? And now ehiw mo to my room, and
wake me at sunrise. I shall not breakfast
here."

Those collected about the fire watch
ed him as he followed tho attendant
out of tho room, and shut the door after
them.

"What do you think of that man, Mr.

Tompkins?" said one of them to a small .

death asserted, that ghosts were a very ill- -

used class of beings, and lhat, for his part,
he wished that many people who pretend-
ed

no
to be their betters only were ns good as s

they were. From this topic the conver-
sation

It
gradually wandered off to Harry

Blake and his trial, and his approaching
death.

'Don't you think they might porJon the
him?" inquired Caleb Grayson, who was
one of the party, and who had been silling
among them, without taking any part or1

showing any interest in their conversion,
until it touched upon the subjectof Blake's
execution; but then he seemed keenly
alive to it, and with his features working
with intense anxiety, he repeated bis ques-
tman: "Don't you think they might? I wish

they would., Do tell mo, some one. What
do you think?"

I beard that Mary Lincoln's father did

his best fir him, t it was of no use," re-

plied one of those addressed. "But you
must not grieve about it so. You couldn't

help being a witness against him. Even

Harry said so himself."
The old mai's lace brightcncJ, and to

something like a smile passed over it, as
he id: "Did Harry say so? Well, Via

glad ol that, I'm glad of that; for it makes
mn very sad when I think that it was I
and Walton w h j put him where he is in

cd it does."
"It was no fault of yours," said the mm,

"and you mustn't let it trouble you. I'm
sure I should have done as you did. Ah!

lere comes some one."
The lust words were called forth by the

sound of a horse clattering up to thehouse
Then the loud voice of a nun was hoard
bawlinsout for some one to take his horse;
and in a few minutes a tall man, unknown
to them all, entered the room, with a short

whip in his hand. '1 here was little in bis

features, or the appearance ol his peason,
to encourage familiarity; for bis complex-
ion was swarthy und sallow, and his ex-

pression anything but prepossessing; and
his diess wus coarse and soiled, as it from
hard travel.

He paused a moment, and looked abiut
him as ho entered the room; and then

striding across it.lrcw a chair directly in
front of the fire, in in the midst of lhe as
tonished ltoui), and held his feet to the
blaze.

"A threatening night, friends," said he
at length addressing them.

Thero was something in iho stern sinis
ter eve ol lhe man, aud his Haggard, re- -

mlsive lace, which gave a m inetary check
to the conversation, and no one answered
him, but he went on,

"G j 011, don't let mo sto;) I ilk. On with

you. 1 waul 10 tireaK m on no man s uu- -

mor. I've an odd luiui or 01 my own; ior
I've heard that there's a man lo bo hang
ed and I've come fifty miles to

see it. 1 was at tho triuband now I'm como

to see if he'il wear tlu same bold lace
when be dies that he did then.

"So you were at the trial?" sud Caleb

Gravson, who Wis leaning with Ins el'n w

on the table, and his cheek resting on the

palm of his hand, uud looking gloomily in

the fire.
"Av. I was. my man," said the stranger

bluntly: "and I saw you there. Yon were
j t

the witness who s.vore that you saw
him stab Wicklifle. I was at your elbow
nt 11a time, lour testimony uiu ior
him."

The old min half started from his

seal, and turneJ exceedingly pale, at the
same time pressing bis hand across his
eves. At last iu saia, in a low auaieu
voice:

"Whit could a man do? 1 was forced to
. .. ..u 1 .1: 1

fro. nnd mv answer was on num. iui
see ':im stab him I'm sure I did."

"Then, of course, it was all neht. 1'or

my part, I'm glad he's to hang. 1 Fhall be

triad when he's out of tho way. Hud I

hnnn on the lurv. and known only what

you stated, 1 would have brought in In
same verdict."

The old man looked at him sharply, as
he asked: "Whatdo you mean? Whatelse
do vou know ?"

"Know!" repeated the stranger, look

ir.'j carelessly up, and drumming with his

whip upon bis boot. "jYothing. vVnat
rould I know? You saw him murder the
mnn.didn't . vou! You swore to lhat. I

should think there w as little more tj bo dis
covered."

"True, true." replied the other. ''Yet
this is a strain'e story of Harry's nnd ev
en now he persists in it, and in asserting
bis innocence. I'oor leJIow'. I always
lived that boy ns my own tlnld. I, I who
have brought him to this end. Poor little

Mary Lincoln, too! it has killed her.
Thank God.she is in her crave. It's better
for her."

"Of course he'll insist to tho last that
he is not cuilty," said the stranger
"There's alwavs two ways of dying.
So no confess, and ihrow themselves on the
mercv of tl.o law. Others keep their
mouths titrht, and accuse it f injustice to

the last. The first hope fur pardon, thro'
its clemency. The last hope it,through the

fear which every man has of shedding in-

nocent blood, lie's one of the last. He
bears it boldly, I'm told."

"Harry B'.ako is no coward," replied

strangers; and the bunds that planted them
were dust.

Some were talking of the murder; and
of Wicklifle; and of what a pest ho had
been to the country round, so quarrelsome;
and what a pity it wis that a fmoyour.g
fellow like Harry Blake should have to die
for having slain a man like him. Then
they spoke of Mary Lincoln; and one of
ihem lowered bis voice, and said, that he
heard that this was killing her. lie had
seen the doctor, who had been at Mr. Lin-

coln's twice a day, since Harry Blake's
imprisonment, and he h id said, that he was

fni id it would go hard wuh her; she was
very ill. Inen the conversation was in-

terrupted by the arrival of more new com

ers, in another part 01 tnc lawn, an old
man was leaning on a cane, addressing a

crony, who sccinea as old and time-wor- n

as himself.
"Ah! neighbor Williams," said he,

"this is a very sad business a very sad
business. 1 knew his father before him;
and I have known Harry sinoe bo was a

baby who'd 'u thought it of him? who'd
a thought it?"

Neighbor Williams ?h vk ms head; ns
much as to say, that nobody would have
thought it; but seemed to think further ex-

pression of opinion unnecessary, for he
said nothing.

"He was a warm-heaite- d liltle boy , and
a very likely man a very iii;ciy man,
continued the first speaker. "It grieves me
to see mm here. It docs, mdead, neigh
bor Williams."

Again neighbor Williams shook his
lead; probably to intimate, that it grieved

him too; aud as before bo remained si-

lent.
It is a matter of some uncertainty, how

long neighbor Williams might have been
thus entertained by bis companion, had
not their conversation been interrupted by
a general buzz f "Here he comes!" The
next moment, Harry Blake walked through
the crowd, with tin nflicer on each side of
him. Ho was exceedingly pale; but his
face was full of calm determination, and
bis step firm nnd strong. He looked nei-

ther to the right nor left; nnd, apparent,
ly without noticing a soul, en'cred the
court house. The crowd (fathered clcfe- -

ly at his heels; and the next inslunl
were striving nnd struggling and light

ing to obtain a good position in the court
room.

Il.irrv Biakc seemed .mile cuil.Tteu ;

and the crowd felt soun-wlii- liia.iuiii.'.'i!.
I hut a mill who hid coinimtti'd .1 ui'inlerj
sboulil look ike other men. win-'- -

percd that he was a hardened re n ''! t .

not to show some remorse; and others
said, that none t ut an innocent man could

appear so calm und composed. There wus

great ileal ol whispering nnd talking
among lliern, whilst the jury were getting
empanuelleif ; but when the counsel lor
the prosecution rose to open his cause, they
were so silent, that they seemed not even
to breathe.

He dwelt brieflv.but flearlv.'in the lads
which are already known. He state. I that
he should prove that, on the day of the
murder, tiic prisoner and Wicklifle had

been tiifeihjr at a tavern, not tar from

Schenectady; that a quarrel had arisen
between them, and blows had pas-ei- l ; that
the prisoner had knocked Wickiillo to the
floor; hat Wicklifle had fled, and that tue

prisoner had only been detained from fol

lowing by force, and had then cal.el all
there present t. witness that he would be

revenged on that nun for the wrong done

tin, it it cost him his life that he had

finally been released by those who held

him, on promising not to follow Wicklille,
but that lie had positively refused to pro-
mise that the quarrel should drop there.
That shortly ulterwards he left the house
alone, taking tho path which Wicklifle
had already taken; that two ol the per.
sons who bad I cen at iho tavern with him

shortly afterwards left the inn and tok the
satno n.al which be had taken; that on

arriving at a very lonely part of it; they
were ularmcd by the cries nf a person in

distress, and uttering the words, ".Mercy,
mercy, Harry!" That these persons gal-

loped to the spot from which the found
seemed to proceed, and found a man kneel-

ing at the side of another just murdered,
and grasping in his hand a kni.e, which
wag drive n lo the haft in the breast of his

victim; that tho murdered man was Hiram
Wicklille, the person with whom tho pri-

soner bad just quarreled, and on whom he

had sworu to be avenged, that the person
kneeling at bis side was Harry Blake, the

prisoner. There were foot-prin- about
the road, where there ha I evidently been
a strujTif le, and these foot-prin- is h id been
examined and compared with the foot ol

the prisoner, aud were found ti coincide in

size.
lie slated his case concisely, yet clear-

ly, und seemed to think the f .sis sufficient

ly strong, to require but mil'' exertion if

cloqucu -- e or ingenuity on hi pan It

no..,tl..i,i liii.ri-ro- the detail ol Hie lesll
mo:iV coufi . mm I lhe c:is;,w hi. h the lawver

. . ... 1 . . ... .1 ..

had stated id opening. 11 was 1:1 si ... u

ly proved, although every was mode,

by a severe und ttricl cr -- c:.aiiiinalion,
10 einbarra. s and coiilusc the witi.c-sts- .

ft l r. 1 li.nil ubMMVCiL V.liCll W!t)U UUJ
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HAK11Y ISLAKE.
A story of Circumttantial Evidence,

founded on fact.
BY JOHN QUOD, ESQ..

Concluded.'

CHAPTER III.

When Harry Blake was first imprison-
ed he bore stoutly up against his futc.
But stone wul Is, and close, pent up cham-

bers, with their stifling stagnant air, and
their murky twilight, uro gloiious inven-

tions for mildewing the heart, und break,
iug down streqglh. and hope; and they
sooti began to tell upon him. It might
have been the lots of his accustomed ex.
erciso in the open air, or the want of the
sight of the blue sky, and of his old home,
or a droud of the fate which might besome
bis, or, and there were many who believ-

ed this. it might have been the workings
of his own evil conscience, that were ma-

king such wild work with him. But cer-tii- u

it is, thai although when be w is first
confined be seemed right glad us the day
upproaehed, in which he would have the
chance of meeting the charges against
him in open court; yet as the time drew

near, his spirits prooped; and it wus ob-

served, that the m-jr-
o often he conversed

with his lawyer, the more gloomy be be-

came; und that the very mention of the
trial drove the b!rod Iroin bis cheek. It
was observed, too, that alter these inter-
views he walkcJ moodily up and down the
room, wilh bis arms folded, and muttering
to himself, as those do who have heavy
burdens on their hearts, and that his lace
was pale and wasted, and his look trou-ble-

At other limes be remained for

hours with his arms crossed on the table,
and his foiehcad resting upon them, in
such deep thought that be did not move
when persons caino in. '1 'here were tn

among bis friends who attributed bis
chan-'e- appearance to his. confinement,
and mental anxiety as to the result ol his

trial, und still persisted in their belie! ol

his innocence; but then there were those
who thought otherwis ), and who fancied
that remorse had begun its work, and that
as the day ol retribution approached.Uar- -

ry's bold heart which bad hitherto b rne
him up, was failing him. They said it was
i.nevil omen to see him sinking th is, nnd

giving up as if he were already a doomed
man: il.ev did not like it it seemed a
harhiiiirer of a darker fate.

Neiiher hope nor dread can hasten or

protract the steady march of lime; and in
due time the day of trial arrived. It was
a bl ight day in the autumn when skies
are cloudless, and the fields and trees
were clad in rainbow liveries. It was un
idle time, too, in the country, and from
far and near hc inhabitants of town und
hamlet gathered in to see the sight. A
niau wjth bis life at stake, and struggling
und baltlinz for it, with so mighty and

an adversary us Laic. It was in
deed a great sight. It was worth going
miles to witness. Nor was it the less ex
citing that they knew the victim, and that
many of them bad hitherto admired his no
ble and upright character, and bved the
man. But be h id shed blood, and must pay
the forfeit.

The courthouse was a venerable, old
stone building, standing I y itself, in the
inidstol it green lawn: und at some dis
tance from nny house. But its solitude
was now broken bv the hum of voices;
lor from every quarter people were pour
ing in; old and 0)112:, females and even
children were there. So.nc were sneaking
on indillcrcnt subjects; of the limes; of
the t'.fhcjltiics with England; ol the state

i tne crops; nnd one old man, broken- -

do vn and tottering, of bis fields of whit
he intended to plant in then on the fol-

lowing year; and of young trees which
lie hail sol out; of the I nsnreheanti
ciliated, in sitting under their shade when
they should become great, and till, and
overshadowed his house. "Thev were sail
hngs now; Lu! they would grow fust; and
in a lew yuaro, would be unite shadv:
und the old fellow laughed, and shook bis
bead, and rulbcJ his hand.-'- , us lie iho Jght

tone
"I couldn't help it, Harry indeed 1

couldn't; for it wus the truth."
Blake looked painfully at him, but made

no reply.
He had little or no defence to make.

He could not contradict the facts. An ef-

fort wus made by his lawyer to prove his

general good character, kis ami able dispo-

sition, and the little probability of his be

ing guilty ol a crime like this. He felt a

strong inclination to admit the murder,
and to attribute it lo a blow struck in the
heat ol anger in a renewal of the quarrel
which had been interrupted at the tavern;
but Bluke had positively forbidden a de-

fence of that nature, declaring that it was
false; and that if he attempted U assert
what was untrue, he would contradict him
in the open court. And after u long and
labored and hopeless speech, tho lawyer
sat down.

The reply of the counsel lor the pro-

secution, and the charge of the judge,
1.1were oolii conclusive uguinsi nun; una

without leaving their seats ll.e iury
returned u verdict of "Guilty" of Mur-

der.

CIIAl'TEU IV.

When Mary Lincoln camo to herself,
she would have gone back to Harrv B.'ake's
cell; but her father was afraid that it
would prove too much lor her strength, and
he persuaded her to defer it until the mor-

row, promising that if she were then well
he would accompany her. She made but
feeble objection) for she felt hcavy-hcuM-e- d

und almost reckless. Her father led
her down the steps, and placed her in his
wagon, and they drove oil'. It was a gay
sunshiny day; und parts of the road which
they had to pass were thickly bellied, and
there were people scattered along it, und
in lhe fields. Tho news of the murder,
and of Harry Blake's arrest, had already
got wind, mid as they pa-so- those who
knew them stopped lo look at them, and
shook il.eir heads, and said, "ill it tins day
wirul.l !: a sad one lo some of old George
Lincohi'.'i that it was a pity so hca- -

1 stiout.i tail on one so young us
ia.'H'as she was u mere child God bless
i.ci!v

Mary Lincoln sat quietly by her father's
side, not noticing those whom tncy met,
nor speaking until she reached her home.
Her lather lifted her out of tho wagon in
his arms, "nd accompanying her up stairs,
(old her to be of good heart, und left her
to herself. Wh it a chaos of bewildering
thoughts was 111 that young girl s brain us
she threw hcrr-el- t upon her bed ! how bu

sy that little be id wus! how it teemed
with hopes, und fears, and plans and
schemes to aid Blake ! how coiifijent she
was ul his in.;. cui ::, and that ho would

be acquitted, without a shadow upon his
name? Hour after hour passed while she
lav there. Once or twice the door open
ed, and her father, or one of tho females
of the family, lo iked in, aud seeing her so

quiet, supposed that she slept, nnd closing
the door gently, went out.

Sleep came at hint; but it was troubled
and broken; and when morning dawned,
she found a woman watching at her bed

side, und learned that hc was in a high
fever. S.ill she made light of it, and got
up; and although she teit sharp puns
shooting thro igh her limbs, and her head
swimming, she contrived to dress herself,
und to go down stairs. In vain the nurse
remonstrated. She repliod that she had
promised logo to Harry Blake that dav,
and that she would keep 'her promise; but
when she reacl.c llhc ball, she tottered to,
that was compelled to abandon her inten-

tion, for lhe prison w as a long way off.and
lo admit that her strength was gone. Well,
if she could not see him, she could write;
nnd going to her own room and licking the
door, she wrote a long letter. It was a

vcrv cheerful one, full of hope and gay
anticipation, and of plans and projects to

be c uried inio'ellecl w hen should be once
more Irce. And she bad so much to show

him, and .to much for him to do then. Shi!

I, egged him to keep up his spirits, for be
was sure to be acquitted. She felt very
sanguine of that; and excepting that she
could not see him every day, she felt 110

uneasiness as to the res dt, and was h y

quite hap;y. She folded tho letter,
sealeJ and directed it; and with her own
hands gave it to the person w ho was wait-in- "

for it. She bide him, in a cheerfal
tone and with a bright smile, give it to

Harry himself ti say that she was well

rpiita well, and in good spiris; ihat she

had been unable tig) ti the prison that

day, but would come In him t morrow.

She waved her handg.ily to the man ns

he rallotied .1T. Who u dd hive thought
thai the poor little heart of her who was

keeping up si brave a fare was breaking,
aud that i!i a minute from that lime.she was

locked in bcro.vn room, with her late bu

keep her quiet and calm, and she would
do well.

It wu3 a morning of greal excitement to
Mr. Lincoln, however, for it was that of
Blake's trial. He had concealed this from
his daughter, und hid endeavored to

her hopes, b it there was some
thing in his subdued manner and his at
tempts nt cheerfulness, as be spoke that
morning of herself and Harry ,and put aside
the curtain of her bed and pressed his
lips to her sunken forehead,and whispered
her to keep up her spirits and all would be

well, which made hor Icel more dispirited
than ever.

It was lato in the afternoon, that George
Lincoln was sitting in the hall, when he
heard a horseman galloping in hot haste"

up the lane. Ho had noi dared to leave
bis daughter that day ; but a friend who
attended iho trial bad promised to send
him immediate word of the verdict, so that,
whatever, it was, he might divulge it care-

fully to bis daughter. He started up and
hurried to the door; as he did so, the horse-
man dashed into the yard, and at tho top
of his voice bawled out:

"Thev've found Harry Bhke guilty cf
murder, by God!"

The oi l man slnok his hand nt hirn, and
made signs fir him to be quiet ; and fear-
ful that his words might have reached his

daughter, without wailing to he ir the par-

ticulars, buried up to her room; and there
he saw what made him ihrourh lite a sad
der mm than he had had ever been be-

fore; for, stretched on the floor, directly
under the window, to which she h id evi

dently been attracted by tho arrival of the
horseman, his daughter lay. A thin stream
ol blood was trickling from her mouth, and
her eves wcie closed, lie caught her in
his arms a f lint struggling breath escap-
ed her lips. He thought, too, that she
murmured tho nanus of Harry Blake ; but
it mi"ht have been fancy, for her breith
ceas ;d, and when the loud cries of her fa

her had brought to his assistance other
members of lhe household, there was no

thing to be done, but to lay on the bed the
lifeless body of her w ho h id been tho pride
of that old man s heart!

CHAPTER V.

On the night preceding the cxeculion,in
the bar-roo- of the Blue Morse, were us

spnililed half men, mist of whom
had been there nt the time of Blake's quar
rcl with Wicklifle. A dull and melancholy
group 'hey were. It might have been the
absence of the jolly face and merry voice
of old Garret Quackenboss, w ho was gone
tn Albany, ti lav in a stock of substan- -

lials, to keep up the well-know- n gastrono
mic character of tho Blue Horse; or 11

might have been the great size of the bar-

room, with its murky corners, whose dark
ness was scarcely relieved by the dim
liHit which flickered up from a dying
fire, aide 1 only by iho sickly flame of a

single candle; or it might have been
the approaching end of oue who bad

so lately been nuung them, lhat bad

this, hilling effect on their spirits. Bui

certain it is. lhat rarely had the bir-roo-m

of tho Blue Horse contained so dull a par
tv.

Somehow or other, they had gradually
(.rawn close 10 1113 lire, nn i n me main
h id closed in. and the wind railed about
the old bouse, their conversation h id as.
sumed a sombre character, nnd they w his

pereJ in each others' ears, strange stories
of robberies, murders, iniumgm ass.issnn
ti ms, and even of ghosts; and on this sub- -

lect one of them was positive, havi ig had
a private guest 111 las own family ior years

an aunt in tin fourth degree, by lb
mother's side, who haunle 1 u hen-- h use on

bis father's ph.ee; and what was remark
able, ufler her last visi'ation. ten eggs, and
the old game-coc- the patriarch f the
burn-yar- were missing; showing that

.hosts were pini il to eggs, and not partus
ular as lo the uire of poultry. Another of

them mentioned in a confidential way to

t',p whole comnativ. that bis irranilfalher
li .il walked a mile, in a da k wood, one

very stormy nigh', in company with

man in an ample vest and contracted small-
clothes .

"Coinc, como, nono of that," said the
small man, with an air of suspiciaus stub-

bornness. "Don't bo trying lo make mo
comaiit myself by asking questions." As
ho spoke he fixcJ bis eyes obstinately on
his own finger nails not that' they were
particularly clean or ornamental.

"Can t you speaK your own minanian: '
said tho other pettishly.

Still tho small man ogled his nails.
"Well, then," said his companion, "I'll

tell vou what I think. I think," said he,
sinking his voice, and placing the back of
his hand to the corner ol his mouth, by way
of indicating tho extreme confidence, "I
think he won't te drowned."

"Ah!" said tha small man, "if that's all,
I think so myself."

And hav ing settled this matter to their
mutual satisfaction, they rose to go, a mo.
tion in which they were followed, by all
except Caleb Grayson, who, long after
they were gne, and tho room was Mlcnt
and deserted, sat there, with a heavy
hoa t at the pirl which law had forced him
to take in the legal murder which was to
take plae on the morrow. At last he start-c- d

up as il a sudden thought had struck
him, and finding his way to tha slable.sad- -

dled his horse aud rode off.

It was a dark night. Black clouds were
drifting across the sky, obscuring it, and
together with the tall trees and forests
which in places overhung the road, ren-

dering it pitchy dark. In defiance of the
threatening lo 'k o the iky and the obscu-

rity of the road, the old man kept steadily
on for several hours, neither pausing to
rest his beast nor to refresh himself, until
it was broad daylight when he arrived at
a large wooden building. Stopping for
the first time, he fastened his horse to
the gate, und crossing a small yard, as-

cended a flight of steps and entered the
hall.

A guard was pacing tip and down there ;
and near him, on a wooden bench, sat an
old man reaJing a worn-ou- t Bible.

"Can 1 see Blake?" demanded Grayson
of tho old ma'n.

"Yes, yes, I suppose you can," replied
he, putting aside his book; "I've orders to
udmit his friends a sad business a sad
business and be lhe flower of the coun-

try round. Ah, neighbor Grayson, who
would have thought it!"

Caleb Grayson made no reply to the re-

marks in which tho old man indulged, un-
til be opened tho door of the room or cell,
and pointed to Blake, seated at a small
wooden table within.

Blake rose'ns the old nnn entered, and
extended his hand to him.

"This is kind, Ca'.oli," said he, "l was
afraid that you alone, of all my friends,
would not call to see me; fir I know what
you think of me,"

"Ah! that's the reason, Harry, lhat I
could not corns," replied the other adly.
"I knew that 1 had brought you to ihii,and
I could not bear lo come and look at my
work."

"Well, well, it's nil past, and God
knows I've luile to live for now poor Ma-

ry she's gone no matter, no mailer;
Continued on A.ih pigc
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